








and hardly recognizable in the shadows formed by the intersecting beams 
of the reflectors. 


July 21 We are two days late. Today there is a whole series 
of close-ups: mannerisms, gestures, facial expressions which, in Fellini’s 
hands, epitomize the essence of each character with a kind of gleeful 
cruelty. 

Impervious to fatigue, Fellini recites again and again Pace’s whole 
speech in order to shoot, one by one, the reactions of each member of the 
company. When he comes to Agostini, the director asks him to be cynically 
contemptuous. But Agostini’s appearance lacks even the slightest re- 
semblance to his nature, and he is incapable of looking cynical: how many 
times has he not told us of the unhappy fate of his poor tame rabbit? His 
eyes riveted to Agostini, Fellini recites Pace’s speech with a harsh dicta- 
torial voice. But when he says, “Stop,” he bursts out laughing—the laugh 
of a schoolboy who has seen a prank succeed after having discreetly taken 
part in its preparation. 

I have rarely seen him laugh wholeheartedly, without that inner mirror 
in which he sees the reflection of his own amusement—and condemns it. 
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